The breezes of the hills will set her up as nothing else could," had been the medical verdict; "but she will never nurse anyone again," was added sotlo voce.
" So you've got home again, Lily," said Anne, quietly. Perhaps she was half-melted at the sight of the sweet, white face. Still, there rankled in her heart the old grudge against the career Lily had so determinedly undertaken, and, possibly, some other bitter feeling as well.
" Yes, Anne. There's no place like home when there's anything the matter with us," and Lily laughed gently, the sweetest music on earth in somebody's ears.
They were all sitting, in the twilight, in the quaint parsonage sitting-room, and Lily was lying on the old-fashioned sofa, looking lovingly at the dear old hills. 
